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The Moonlight Prince: Part Two Dubhna Rhiadra 
mesmerizes us again with the final installment of her 
fascinating parable, exquisitely written, with nary a false note. 
Litha Jullianna Juliesse delivers again (as she always does) 
with a provocative (as she always is) and beautiful poem. 


The Anthropic Principle Art Blue gave you an amuse 
bouche last month. Now you get the main course from the 
immensely talented artist/writer, Gem Preiz. 


Qualm Give Cat Boccaccio a single word and a penand 
watch one of our treasured writers dazzle us with her whimsy. 


Insanlar Ray Blue contributes one of the finest expressions 
of the time/space continuum to date (hint: turn it up!). 


Footfalls Echo: 8. Sunrise Drover Mahogany takes us 
inside an Australian nature preserve in the magical hour just 
before dawn, when Nature is in its most enigmatic state. 


OMG Mario Zecca shares his thoughts about the world’s 
diverse religions and leaves us in a state of grace. 


Chelsea Consuela Hypatia Caldwell pays tribute to the Chelsea 
Hotel in New York City, a bastion of artistic exuberance. 


About the Cover: if there is one 
place in New York City that brings to mind 
a drug-addled, over the top art scene, but 
quite possibly the single greatest collection 
of brilliant, tortured misfits, it’s the Chelsea 
Hotel, whose spirit Consuela Hypatia 
Caldwell adeptly brings back to life. Thanks. 
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: ; Molly Bloom Q2OU7 
Each month this year The ¢ Queen sa Nok Aaa 
we are including one of 


the months from Molly 
Bloom’s 2017 calendar, 
which was produced by 
Axt Blue, with the help 
of Jami Mills. Art has 
sent copies of this 
wondertul example of 
immersive art to many 


well-respected museums ee 
1 21 — . art direction/ photography: Jami mills 
around the world in his production: art blue ‘[-@-Z: 


single-handed effort to 
presetve the finest examples of early immersive 


att, before they are lost forever. 


“Only Molly would conceive of two punk rockers, 
a pig giving Marshall amps a plug, and a zebra 
with fingerless leather gloves, each pouring their 
hearts out, and in so doing, spilling out of the 


picture frame.” Jami Mills 
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“This guitar is mine... MINE!’ Read about the copy on 
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[Part One of The Moonlight Prince 
was published in the May issue of 


rez| 
n she went through the bleak 
land, winter did not seem to 
end. People were starving and 
cold and her heart went out to 
them. She found a _ place where 


someone was caring for the sick and 
dying. They would come when they 
had nowhere else to go and he would 
provide them with food and warmth 
and shelter. She stayed to help, hating 
to see the crying children and the 
numb, lost faces of the people. 


The Altruist who let them into his 
house and barns and outbuildings, who 
found the food for them and worked 
round the clock to provide some 
comfort at least, was gentle and kind to 
her too. He seemed to see her for what 
she was, wings and all. Daystar and he 
became lovers, meeting at night after 
toiling through their days for the 
people. It seemed they were united in 
this great task they worked for. 


He saw a connection to god in the 
union of man and woman. Two souls 
mutually linked to something greater. 
He spoke of this as a rope that bound 
you together in god. Daystar thought of 
the wise man she had met on first 
becoming human, and his talk of 
universal love and thought she knew 
what he meant. But often she would 


work late at night, holding a sick 
human baby in her arms, or bathing the 
fevered bodies of men and women 
driven to die of despair as much as of 
the fever itself. She poured out her love 
to them, giving all she could. When 
she stumbled to her bed in the small 
hours, tired throughout, she would find 
the Altruist oddly angry with her - - 
because she had not been with him. 
She saw that part of his nature was like 
a child, afraid of losing its mother, so 
she felt sorry for him, nurturing him 
like a mother so he could be strong and 
do his work. 


But she found that the Altruist was 
often silent and moody, weeping and 
reproaching her, he could not even let 
her sing a loving song to a child 
without challenging whom she loved 
most. She remembered that he had 
spoken of love as a rope that bound 
two together, and she began to feel 
drained by him, his neediness worse 
almost than the control of the Rule 
Giver. 


And often the human men who came to 
the Altruist’s place would — see 
Daystar’s beauty and want to take her 
somewhere and lie with her. She had 
taken on this humanity and had learnt 
that when they were tired they must 
sleep and when they were hungry they 
must eat, when they were sick they 
needed tending, and when they were 
cold they needed heat - - so she 


thought she understood the human 
bodily needs, and so she gave herself 
to them in the same way she gave food 
to the hungry. She saw how little 
beauty they had now in this harsh life 
and was content to offer herself. But 
she found they looked on her with 
contempt, thinking they had taken 
from her what she had freely offered. 


The Altruist found out she did this and 
he too looked at her as if she were a 
filthy thing and threw her out of his 
place. She realised that humans 
thought love was a form of ownership, 
something to be taken and used like all 
their goods and chattels that even the 
homeless still kept with them as they 
wandered the lands, wheeling their 
handcarts. Now she understood why 
she had fled at first from the Moonlight 
Prince, he too no doubt thought to own 
her, to take from her what she would 
have freely shared. 


In her wandering, she met again the 
Sage who sat by the roadside. In all the 
lawlessness and desperation that had 
taken over the Land, he had been 
beaten and robbed of what little he 
had. But he sat there still, and still 
shared what he had with Daystar. She 
asked him why he was not angry and 
afraid like all the other humans, and he 
answered that even their anger and fear 
were part of Universal Love, that 
everyone was on the Wheel of Fortune, 
trying to find their way. 


She went to find some food to bring 
back to the Sage, seeing how thin and 
cold he was, and as she _ searched 
through empty houses in a deserted 
village, she was accosted by a man. He 
looked rough and desperate, like so 
many these days, so she raised a 
broken slat of wood and stood on her 
guard to him. He smiled at her and 
shook his head, 


“T don’t think you have any idea how 
to use that,” he grinned. “I’ve killed 
worse than you.” He blinked at her in 
the westering sunlight and she thought 
his face looked familiar. 


“T know you,” he said. “You were the 
Rule Giver’s woman.” Daystar’s heart 
thudded with fear. He saw the fear on 
her face and said, “No, no, don’t worry. 
I’m not out to get you. You should 
know me too, I saw you look right at 
me when I killed that man, your lover. 
Why didn’t you try and stop me?” 


Now Daystar knew him, the man who 
had reached inside his coat for a knife, 
who had freed the land from that 
tyrant, but had not made anything 
better. She wondered to see him now as 
destitute as her and everyone else; she 
had thought he would become another 
one like the Rule Giver. He invited her 
to his small shelter, a fire burning 
under a scrap of canvas in the corner of 
a ruined cottage. She brought the Sage 
in too, to get him out of the cold. They 


shared what they had and talked of 
what had become of the world. Daystar 
did not become his lover, to be owned 
by him as by the others, but she told 
him of her time in the hospice, helping 
the destitute, and he could see she was 
driven by a desire to make amends, for 
something, he didn’t know what - - 
didn‘t know her link with the 
Moonlight Prince. He spoke of his 
deed in assassinating the Rule Giver. 
He said he had always been a warrior, 
always tried to fight for what was 
right, to stand for justice, even if he 
didn’t always get it right. He said to 
Daystar, “I prefer to be hated for what 
I am than loved for what I’m not,” and 
he looked at her. “Don’t let them drain 
you, you are not their saviour. Don’t let 
them take your strength. Your own 
strength is for you. It’s okay to be kind 
but not so much.” 


Hearing this, Daystar resolved that 
now it was her time to be a Warrior. 
She would go and find this Ice Queen 
who still processed through the lands 
of the Moonlight Prince, and spread 
cold and despair and death in her 
wake. Why had she cursed the Prince? 
What did he owe her? What payment 
would she take to leave them? Daystar 
was prepared to offer her own life to 
restore the Prince’s Kingdom. This she 
could now do with her humanity - - lay 
down her life for others. She did not 
love the Prince anymore, having seen 
what love meant to human men, but 


she could see the thread of connection 
to her actions in what had befallen 
these people, and so wanted to set it 
right if possible. 


And so it was that as the Ice Queen 
rode through the lands - - a frosty mist 
around her and the hoar crusting the 
twigs and dead leaves of the frozen 
trees in her 
wake - - she 
found herself 
facing Daystar 
mounted on a 
magnificent 

horse. She was 
clad in shining 
armour with a 
drawn ~~ sword 
and a_ banner. 
The banner was 
an image of the 
sun. Daystar 
challenged the 
Ice Queen to 
give up her 
domination of the land and release the 
Prince from the curse. The people of 
the land gathered about, trembling, to 
witness this challenge, not knowing 
whether to hope or fear. And the Ice 
Queen, with practised ease, swept 
Daystar clattering from her horse. 


“By my Sister’s soul! Did you think 
you could stand against me, you silly 
girl?!” she shouted, looking down from 
her warhorse at her frail opponent, for 


indeed Daystar was weighed down by 
the armour and hardly knew which 
way to hold the sword. But Daystar 
rose to her feet again and hissed and 
bared her teeth at the Ice Queen and 
swung her sword in a clumsy arc, and 
even as the Queen’s war-mount reared 
to bring his hoofs down and crush this 
slender girl who stood up against him, 
the sword 
happened to 
catch his _ foot 
and drew blood. 
The Queen was 
almost thrown 
and the people 
surged forward, 
eyes hungry for 
her downfall. For 
one fleeting 
moment, there 
was fear in the 
Queen’s eyes, 
then rage, but 
she turned and 
rode away, her 
cavalry crushing any who stood too 
long in their path as they rode after 
their Queen. Then the people once 
again turned on Daystar in their fear at 
what worse fate she may have brought 
on them by her challenge. They 
stripped her armour and_ sword, 
butchered her horse, and would have 
killed her too but for their awe at the 
sight of her wings when they'd stripped 
her naked. 


Once again, Daystar was rescued and 
tended by Raven Woman. As_ she 
trembled, more in rage than fear, 
Raven Woman spoke thoughtfully to 
her. 


“Did you hear what she said? The oath 
she swore?” 


Daystar thought and remembered: By 
my sister’s soul,” she said. “What does 
that mean?” 


“That she has a sister. None of us knew 
this, or if she is living or dead! And 
this also did you see? That she feared 
you? For an instant only, but feared 
you she did.” 


“Look in your cards, Raven Woman. 
Scry your dark glass. For I will find 
where this Ice Queen comes from and 
where her sister is, living or dead!” 
And Daystar picked up her banner 
from where it had been trampled and 
let it fly in the wind. 


So Raven Woman looked into her dark 
glass and shuffled and dealt her cards 
and pondered long on them. Eventually 
she said, “I see a path that stretches 
long and long into the past. A spider 
weaves her thread and it floats out onto 
the breeze. A ball of light, a plaything, 
falls to the ground. You are not done 
with Love. Follow the light.“ 


And knowing nothing, Daystar went 


back to the Prince’s Castle, to the place 
in the darkwood where she had first 
felt that tug, and she took hold of the 
spider’s thread, and followed the light 
of the setting sun that looked like a 
child’s ball in the winter sky, and she 
thought she heard a cry of Love! Love! 
as she floated on the breeze. Over the 
Land she floated, over hill and dale, 
forest and fen, till she came to distant 
mountains. She lifted up over their 
sharp and snowy peaks and found a 
valley, sheltered and summery amidst 
all the winter. She came in to land and 
walked through this gentle place, with 
fruit orchards and vineyards and fields 
of corn. She found a woman sitting 
there beside a flowing gentle river, 
holding a golden bowl in her lap full of 
golden apples. In a pot beside her there 
were ears of wheat, flowers of 
lavender, pink and red roses and 
forget-me-nots. Bees flew from hives 
set nearby and the woman lifted her 
hands and sang to them. A dove 
perched on her shoulder and a brightly 
coloured snake lay coiled in_ the 
sunshine beside the pot. All was peace 
and contentment. As Daystar 
approached, the Golden Woman held 
out a golden apple to her and said, 
“Eat!” 


But Daystar was fed up with all the 
mystery and misery she had been 
through and so she demanded angrily, 
"Who are you?! I want to know who 
the Ice Queen is and where is her 


sister! I don’t care for your apples and 
honey - - you sit here, so gracious 
while everyone else is suffering!” and 
she kicked over the pot of flowers. She 
looked really cross with her wings 
bristling and her hair a cobwebby 
mess, a smudge of mud on her cheek 
and her raiment all tattered and worn. 
Golden Woman looked at her and said, 
“The Ice Queen? 
Oh dear! What 
has she _ been 
getting up to 
now?” 


““She’s only 
gone and put the 
Prince to sleep 
and WRECKED 
his land!!! Like 
who gave HER 
the right to do 


that?!” Daystar 
shrieked. She 
was getting 
really 


exasperated by 
this calm beautiful woman. 


“Oh no! The silly thing!” said the 
woman. “I never asked her to do that! 
She’s a terrible one for holding a 
grudge even when it’s not her grudge 
really.” She stood up looking at 
Daystar. “But you mustn’t blame her, 
she thinks she is protecting me.” She 
sighed. “Now I suppose Ill have to go 
and clear up the mess.” 


“Well I wish someone would!” said 
Daystar, feeling more and more 
bedraggled in the presence of this 
sumptuously beautiful woman. “Is she 
your sister?” Actually, Daystar could 
see a family resemblance. 


“My twin actually” replied Golden 
Woman. 


So she called to 
her bees and 
they came 
buzzing in a 
swarm. Each bee 
took hold of a 
part of Golden 
Woman’s 
clothing or hair, 
and calmly she 
stretched out her 
hand and_ took 
Daystar’s in 
hers. The bees’ 
wings revved up 
to maximum 
speed and, against all aerodynamic 
possibility, Golden Woman rose from 
the ground, Daystar with her. Just as 
with the cobweb, they floated back 
over the mountains, and down into the 
ice-bound land of the Moonlight 
Prince. They landed in front of the 
Prince’s Castle, and the bees died of 
the cold. Here now came the Ice Queen 
riding on her warhorse, armoured up 
and glaring down in rage at them. 


“What are you doing here? And with 
that one!” she shouted at Golden 
Woman. 


“It’s time this stopped, sister mine” 
was the reply. 

“But you can’t [Pm just ...” 
spluttered the Ice Queen. “Can’t you 
see I’m doing this for you? He broke 
the pact, came out in the day, and that 
little strumpet made him!” On and on 
she went. Daystar didn’t know what 
she was talking about, but she knew 
she didn’t like being called a strumpet. 
She opened her mouth to throw some 
insult back, but before she could say 
anything, she noticed Golden Woman 
was laughing gently and shaking her 
head. 


“Come on! We made that pact when 
we were children. Look at what your 
silly games have done now.” and she 
gestured around her at the snowbound 
land and her dead bees. 


“But he stole from you, made you cry! 
He took your sun-ball” 


“And you cursed him. And your curse, 
once made, could not be unmade,” 
replied Golden Woman. 


Daystar began to realise they were 
talking about a childhood hurt that had 
caused all this. “But it’s not YOU that 
will decide what can happen here,” 


said Golden Woman. “No, HE has to 
decide.” And she turned and went into 
the castle, climbed up the stairs to the 
upper chamber where the Moonlight 
Prince lay in slumber. She went to an 
elaborately carved wooden box that sat 
on the chest of drawers at the side of 
the room and opened it. She took out a 
small ball of light and held it up for 
Daystar and the Ice Queen to see. 


“T knew it was here all along; he kept it 
safe all these years, and could have 
looked on it any time he wanted if not 
for his fear of daylight. He just forgot 
that.” 


And she turned to the sleeping Prince 
and nudged him. 


“Come on, you!! Time you woke up!” 
she said. 


Daystar felt so-o-0-o disappointed. She 
thought Golden Woman was going to 
do something really magical and 
powerful and clever. Didn’t she know 
how many people had already tried to 
wake the Prince like that? 


But ... the Prince sighed and turned 
over in his sleep, then his eyelids 
fluttered, he yawned and ... woke up! 
Just like that! Daystar felt her mouth 
drop open. 


He sat up and his eyes focused, took in 
the twin sisters, and only glanced at the 


bedraggled grubby fairy 
behind them. 


standing 


“‘Sheshabel! Tissotte!” he said, looking 
at the sisters. 


“There! You have looked at us in the 
light of day and spoken our true names. 
You hurt me as a child and my sister in 
her anger thought she had to make you 
pay for it for the rest of your life,” said 
Sheshabel Golden Woman. 


Tissotte 
glared. 


shifted uncomfortably and 


“But the curse can only work if you let 
it, Cantivel. It’s time now for you to 
decide if you want to hide in the dark 
or come out into the full light of day 
and live. The choice is yours.” 


“I do so chose,” he answered and 
bowed his head. 


So the twin sisters looked at each other. 


Tissotte said, “It’s good to be called by 
my true name after all these years.” 


They faced each other, the likeness 
between them becoming clearer. 
Sheshabel held the light-ball between 
her hands and Tissotte curved her 
hands around them. The light grew 
brighter, blinding Cantivel and Daystar 
for a moment. When they could see 
again, the sisters were gone, leaving 


nothing behind but a smell of frosty 
autumn morning and sweet fallen 
apples. 


Then Cantivel seemed able to take in 


Daystar’s presence fully, he gazed at 
her. He knew nothing of what had 
happened while he slept, but he could 
see Daystar was greatly changed. 


Daystar!” he breathed and reached out 
his arms to her. Daystar was _ so 
determined she was not going to love 
him, but as he held her shoulders 
gently and stroked her face looking at 
her grubby hair and snotty nose with 
concern, something happened that had 
never happened in all her hundreds of 
years as a fairy, nor in all the miseries 
she had gone through as a human, her 
eyes filled with tears and she began to 
sob. Cantivel pulled her close and said, 
“T have no way of knowing what you 
have been through, but I know you 
somehow got me out of this curse. You 
have gone through a lot, whatever it 
was... for me.” 


Daystar found him so comforting to 
lean against, but instead she pulled 
away and began to thump him on his 
chest, her face all twisted up and 
streaming tears. She couldn’t speak 
properly and he didn’t care, he just 
pulled her in and held her till she had 
stopped struggling and weeping. He let 
her snot up the front of his velvet robe, 
and rocked her till she was still, and 
her arms were wrapped round him. She 
peeked up at him and wiped her nose 
on her sleeve. 


He said the immortally romantic 
words, “Cor! Bloody hell! You don’t 
half stink! When did you last have a 
bath?” She grinned and swatted him, 
he picked her up and swung her round. 
O, you know! You get the idea ... I 


don’t need to spell it out. 


But after all that, after she had a bath 
and a good meal and a long sleep and 
he went off and saw his estates by 
daylight for the first time since he was 
a boy, and found all the servants who 
had not deserted, and heard all that had 
happened. After all that, Daystar found 
she could fly again. So she flew home 
to the wild land beyond the veil, and 
became a fairy again, and danced the 
wild dances of the fae folk. Just to 
know she could. And when she was 
ready, she came back to the Moonlight 
Prince with a gift - - a beautifully 
wrought pot filled with a magical 
unguent, which she presented to him 
on their wedding night. 


“What is it?” he asked. “Silly! It’s 
sunscreen. You’re going to need that 
now summer’s coming and you can go 
out in it.” 


And they lived their days out together 
making a home of the castle, they 
worked, they played, they loved, they 
quarrelled and made up, they carried 
their children on their shoulders, they 
mourned their dead, he put up with her 
farting in the bed and she coped with 
him picking his nose when he was 
thinking and so on and so forth --- In 
other words, they lived happily ever 
after. 
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It’s not dangerous to play with fire— 
You are insured. 


White-robed dryad dancing barefoot in the midnight light— 
Daughter of the oaks, you circle the flames, 
Driving away dragons with your magic words. 


You satisfy the sun god— 
His face mirrored in a thousand green masks, 
Gazing down through the foliate canopy. 


The earth tilts on its axis and the sun stands still— 
Rising to the highest point of its circle, 
And then turns back. 


The day of the Lord of Light 
The dying of the old order 
The rising of the new 

The beginning of the end 


No one will believe you fled to the woods on your own. 
They will say you fell into the inferno. 

No one will believe you stepped down on your own. 
They will always say you fell. 
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FROPIC PRINCIPLE 
By Gem Preiz 


ia 
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In the course of my researches on the history of the 1 
century, one of my colleagues spoke to me about the st 
and paradise existed, as he pretended to have visitec 
Thanks to his indications, I eventually found the track 
dangerous, but definitely subject to delirious hallucina 


here is the transcription of what he told me: 


"My name is Gem. I was born on 
October 20th, 2118, arose from 
unknown biological father. I met my 
father by adoption only at the age of 13. 
He was an astronaut who spent almost 
half of his life in the space, and is the 
one who gave me the taste of stars (1). 


I was a crew member of the exploratory 
expedition towards Trap-1 / f (the 
closest Earth-like exoplanet, discovered 
more than a century ago (2) ), which 
was made possible since we mastered 
nuclear fusion and reached above-light 
speeds. 


Nobody wanted to believe in my 
discoveries. Nevertheless I truly saw 
what I recorded in my report. But 
because it was never made public, and 
as it seems that any track of it 
disappeared, | am going to give again, 
for you, the accurate account of the 
events. Some people say that due to 
repeating it to me so often, I finally 


believed in my own inventions, but I 
needed to memorize every detail. 


The spaceship had to stay in orbit while 
two missions on the ground were 
scheduled. The first one consisted of 3 
astronauts for a series of 
reconnaissances on the lit face; I was 
alone for the second one and had to 
make some measurements on the dark 
side. I landed my module in a zone 
which a subterranean thermal activity 
warmed enough, but the permanent 
night (3) was adding to the mineral 
blackness of the ground, which showed 
to be only made of obsidian, to immerse 
me in complete darkness. 


I moved in the direction of a signal 
which my detectors located near my 
landing point, and what I discovered 
there amazed me: a double circle of 
rocky blocks with sharp glowing edges. 
They were all so strictly identical and 
arranged with such a regularity that no 


aiths, from the origin of the humanity until the 22nd 
range history of a man claiming to be certain that hell 
them both, which certainly did excite my curiosity. 
of the guy, interned in a mental home, apparently not 
tions. I was allowed to interview him in his room, and 


doubt was left: an intelligent life was at 
the origin of this construction, similar 
in every respect to a megalithic site on 
the Earth (4). Thus we were not alone 
in the Universe. While I approached 
the center of the structure, from where 
a column of particles was rising 
vertically, I was suddenly teleported, 
by a mean that I[ still cannot 
understand, towards another place 
likewise perfectly dark and full of 
phosphorescences. 


My surprise went on increasing. I was 
in front of a kind of city, walls, tours, 
doors, defences, which we would have 
said «brought to light» by 
archaeologists, still made of pure 
obsidian perfectly cut with edges 
highlighted by the same enigmatic and 
powerful luminosity in warm colors. 
But who could have built all this? 
What kind of species, and where was 
it? Always living or extinct? Strangely 
I felt no fear, totally fascinated by my 
discovery, and despite the darkness 
which could hide thousands of dangers, 
threats or traps. Such an architectural 
set should have given a multitude of 
hints of activity yet I saw none, from 
where I concluded that this site was 
uninhabited. 


The similarity with the cities of 


Mesopotamia of the ancient times (5) 
puzzled me, especially as I noticed in 
the distance a kind of obelisk and, 
towering over all the site, a pyramid 
comparable to a Mayan temple (6). Had 
the human civilizations of the Earth 
been in touch with the inhabitants of 
this planet? Or perhaps we all simply 
had a common origin? Or maybe they 
and us were "colonized" by the same 
"aliens"? In spite of all these questions 


which were overrunning me, I kept a 
minimum of lucidity for some 
observations and deductions. Judging 
by the proportions of the buildings, 
"they" had to be more or less of our 
size or a bit taller, and probably of our 
corpulence because of the gravity 
identical to the Earth. Besides, the 
phosphorescent edges of the 
constructions, the weird music which 
filled the place and the elaborate 


perfumes so different from the 
sulphurated emanations in my landing 
area evidenced at least 4 senses like 
ours. 


Exploring the city, | discovered inner 
squares, several of them hosting 
fountains which were emitting bright 


particles, another one occupied in the 
center by a huge sculpture formed by a 
pile of cubes of various sizes rotating 


on their corner. Despite the spin, their constant and perfect alignment was 
challenging the gravity it seemed for decades. But the strangest was the network of 
4 decorated rooms that I found, the inner walls of which precisely separated by 
beams of an intense blue light. 


The first one exactly behind the mobile of cubes, slightly below. The wide space 
seemed to be carved straight into the obsidian, with pillars in every corner to 
support the ceiling. | remained stunned in front of the decoration of the room, walls 
no more naked and of an infinite blackness, but covered by immense boards of 
unreal sceneries, and though a little familiar. I thought I saw there temples, citadels, 
visions of impossible architecture. Were they images of existing sites or vestiges, 
conquests or explorations, projects? Nobody will ever have the answer now. 


The second room was in fact a long underground passage in the shape of a L 
accessible from a courtyard the front door of which was in the Southwest of the 
city. There as well, the nudity of walls was hidden by large frescoes between which 
I moved forward slowly, impressed by the gigantic size of the constructions which 
they represented. Something was certain: I had in front of my eyes a new evidence 
that here lived a people of builders. 


“IT was more and more convinced that I had to deal 
with beings which had, or had had a form of 
relationship with us”’ 


The exit was giving on to the eastern rampart, from where I could reach, nested in a 
little square nearby, the entrance of the third room, smaller than the previous ones. 
Throughout my wanderings around, I had become used to the atmosphere of the 
place, although totally surreal for a human. Nevertheless the frames which 
decorated the inside definitely surprised me. In this exclusively angular universe, | 
was for the first time facing disks. The obsidian does not break itself in a regular 
way but the inhabitants mastered the technology to obtain perfectly flat surfaces 
from it. Why would not they have had the means to make it circular? However the 


patterns similar to Buddhist mandalas (7) or evoking radiant celestial bodies made 
me suspect that this civilization conferred to the circle a spiritual, even magic 
dimension. I had already felt it at the megaliths and had to have another 
confirmation a short time later. 


Not far from there, I discovered the fourth room by penetrating under the pyramid, 
which was sheltering what | interpreted, after a meticulous examination, as being a 
kind of clock. Seemingly floating in the air was a system of 6 bright cubes in 
rotation periodically synchronizing, which I noticed was matching changes of colors 


of the set. Unless it was connected with the intense flow of particles that I had seen 
rising towards the sky from the top of the building? But I did not have time for a 
better explanation because my attention was caught by a passage carved in the floor 
in an angle of the room. It was leading to the depths. 


This time, the cold and electric blue of the bright edges of the stone contrasted with 
the temperature which had increased with the descent. The new monumental room, 
with a ceiling that rested on six strong pillars, displayed on three of its walls huge 


pictures teeming with details. They 
depicted what I understood to be 
cities in full light, maybe located on 
the lit face of the planet, or belonging 
to another civilization. But why to 


Since my landing, I had not stopped 
discovering constructions way too 
similar to human artefacts, and now 
these images which my human 
perception was able to recognize and 
identify as something already known, 
or dreamt of. | was more and more 
convinced that I had to deal with 
beings which had, or had had a form 
of relationship with us." 


At this stage, the man paused for a 
while, as if he was hesitating to tell 
me what happened then. I was afraid 
for a moment that his disturbed spirit 
had lost the thread of the story, but he 
started again, with a deeper voice: 


"It was not a fresco on the last wall of 
the large hall. It was a double door, 
bordered by a thin glowing line of the 
same blue light, both panels of which 
swung open automatically when | 
approached it. An access sloping 
gently was plunging even deeper and 
leading to a place filled with a 
reddening atmosphere, looking like 


the others in its pitch black mineral 
structure, but instead designed with 
bright red beams, like fire or blood. 
Blood-curdling like the frames which 
were hung around the room, in the 
painful heat due to the depth: no longer 
geometrical patterns but scary visions. 


And my terror stepped up a notch when 
I noticed what extended this 
underground place behind me: a kind of 
demonic place with an encircled 
pentagram in its center, lined on both 
sides by permanent fires, and occupied 
in its back by an altar on a stage. 
Frozen on the spot, I realized that I was 
in front of the same satanic symbolism 
as some human had worshipped in past. 
Not only these aliens had built as 
human beings, but they had been 
sharing our beliefs. What was their 
origin? Were they human too? Were 
they our relatives? Were we _ their 
followers, or the opposite? Had we 
shared ascendants or tutors? 


I should have left the scene and gone 
back to the module, then to the 
spaceship. I had already made at this 
point a sum of discoveries which could 
revolutionize the vision of mankind 
about our place in the Universe. But 
against a side wall, a passage was dug 


“I saw Hell, Sir. It was there, under my feet, at the 
bottom of an exhausting descent” 


into the ground towards an immense 
staircase. With a hesitation and after 
checking the reserves of my energy 
batteries, | headed there ... 


I saw Hell, Sir. It was there, under my 
feet, at the bottom of an exhausting 
descent in an unbearable heat which 
damaged my recorder and erased all 
the proofs of my trip. In the depth of a 
gigantic cave, an immense citadel of 
red light with endless colonnades and 
turrets of fire, was vomiting 
incandescent streams of material in 
fusion exploding here and there. At 


the end of my dive into abyss, I reached 
a front post of this pandemonium (8), 
where I was only separated from the 
fortress by lava flows crossed over by 
two or three bridges. Here was the 
origin of the thermal activity of the 
region and all the obsidian which 
covered it. 


We do not believe anymore in 
superstitions nowadays, isn't that right? 
But I was facing a tangible reality and 
an atavistic fear overwhelmed me. | 
rushed back up, running through the 
succession of rooms until the exit of the 


pyramid, where I caught my breath a long time. The chaos in my brain made me 
unable to build any rational explanation, and I was still upset when I raised my eyes 
towards the long column of light which was emerging at the top of the building, 
similar to the one which had brought me on this site from the megaliths. It was the 
way back, of course. I climbed the stiff stairs in a hurry, approached the luminous 
flow and I was teleported, but not where I hoped. 


Underlined of bluish light on all their height, crowned by golden domes with sharp 
spires, immense towers were surrounding a maze of passageways serving various 
squares and colonnaded palaces (9). The impressive scenery was illuminated by 
three majestic fountains of particles perched on mighty pillars, as well as a 
multitude of light spots marking out paths or topping the turrets of the 
constructions. I felt the same vertigo as if I was in the nave of the biggest human 
cathedral, further enhanced by the view of the footbridges connecting the towers at 
unreachable heights. 


As I was gazing to the celestial architecture, my soaring soul was slowly realizing 


that I had found Paradise. It wasn't making any doubt, especially as the perimeter of 
buildings was complemented and closed by a kind of Capitol, the shape of which 
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had apparently inspired a large 
number of religious constructions of 
our civilizations. From the top was 
flowing the same stream of particles 
which had already transported me 
twice. It was in fact gushing from a 
huge druse of an unknown mineral, an 
orange-colored crystal throning in 
height on an altar, under the dome of 
the temple. I had never seen before 
anything that looked like this. It was 
certainly unique, and was shining as a 
divine emanation. 


Close by on the left, a tunnel was 
leading underground to a vaulted 
crypt, containing a series of paintings 
more enigmatic than those of the city, 
depicting strange universes, as an 


inventory of the inhabited worlds. My 
batteries on the reserve did not allow me 
to explore further down in the bases, so 
I retraced my steps to the surface, stayed 
a long moment in awe before the crystal, 
then climbed in an ecstatic state the few 
stairs to the altar, careless about where 
this new beam of light would transfer 
me. This time in fact, it brought me back 
to the megaliths. 


While I had left Hell extremely excited 
or even panicked, I went out of Paradise 
my mind eased by a soothing serenity, 
and as I was returning to my module, 
the pieces of the puzzle found their 
place together in a natural way because, 
you see, the Creator conceived us all 
and sent us to populate the Universe, 


“Tl know that when I left him I stifled in myself the 
fear that he was right” 


them in this solar system, us on the 
Earth, others somewhere else 
undoubtedly. And if on our respective 
planets we raise the same temples, if 
we build the same cities, it is because 
we are all His children, all equal. So 
simple, isn't it? " 


He ended the narrative of his journey, 
watching me intensely, as if he was 
measuring the impact which he had had 
on me. Then he turned his head and 
kept his eyes fixed on a vague horizon. 
After a silence, he started again to talk 


but it became almost unintelligible, 
while his explanations had been very 
clear so far. He spoke about eternal 
life, about forgiveness to those who 
had locked him there for years, finished 
like a disturbed man with meaningless 
words without any logic, and finally 
put back on his face the virtual reality 
mask that he had left during my visit. | 
had sorted out from him everything 
possible to know. He had already 
returned to his inner world, far away, 
beyond all beliefs, where there are no 
frontiers. 


I spent several days meditating on this 
meeting, perplexed and deep down 
inside worried. If his madness had 
become obvious at the end of the 
interview, the scientific precision of 
his descriptions had made me suspect 
for a while that he could have been 
interned because his revelations were 
too much unsettling. Was his mental 
illness the origin of these visions, 
either was it their consequence? That 
was the key question. Provided that he 
had really witnessed all that he 
described, his conclusion indeed was 
explaining at least the similarities 
between this alien civilization and the 
ones of mankind on the Earth. But for 
god's sake, why Hell and Paradise 
would have been on their planet rather 
than on ours? My Cartesian brain 
could not be satisfied with simply 
rejecting his delirium and sweeping 
away the eventuality that his story 
could be real. I needed a rational 
explanation, even a thousand leagues 
away from the truth. 


I got it in a small book of the 20th 
century, now available only in 
digitised version, about a series of 
lectures by a physicist named Brandon 
Carter, who articulated the "anthropic 
principle" (10). In its "strong" version, 
almost philosophic, it stipulates that 
the rules and the parameters of the 


Universe must be necessarily settled in 
order to lead to the existence of an 
intelligent observer. In its "weak" 
version, stamped by simple logic, it 
states that any cosmological theory 
which does not make possible the 
existence of man cannot be valid, 
because we exist. My interpretation of 
this crazy astronaut's story les in 
between. 


Because man arose from a long 
succession of events, since the creation 
of the first organic molecules, until the 
emergence of a living being endowed 
with intelligence capable of 
understanding his environment, and of 
dominating it. Such intelligence 
produced by a neuronal architecture in 
which purely physical, chemical and 
electric mechanisms become feelings, 
faiths and thoughts, once integrated at 
the level of an individual. In the Earth's 
environment, mankind is the outcome of 
a process which would lead exactly to 
the same result on a planet presenting 
very close characteristics. No need then 
to be in touch to evolve in parallel, to 
face the same dangers, to develop the 
same fears and master them through the 
same faiths, to get organized in the same 
way in order to maximize the chances of 
survival. In the end, light-years from 
each others, beings shaped by similar 
environments, exposed to the universal 


laws of nature, would be alike up to 
invent the same paradises for the good 
and the same hells for the evil. We on 
the Earth built them in cathedrals or in 
artworks, they would have sculpted 
them in the rock. 


I published nothing of my talks with 
the space traveler. Because although 
intellectually satisfied with my solution 
and since then having pursued my 
researches with a quiet mind, | know 
that when I left him | stifled in myself 
the fear that he was right, and I lived 
from now on with my ultimate 
certainty: | am not the one who will 
solve the mystery of the origins. 


Sy 


le Runcige 


i) Cfexhibition « Wrecks » - Gem Preiz, March 2016 
(2).on February 22nd, 2017, the NASA announced the 
discovery of 7 exoplanets orbiting around the star 
Trappist-/, approximately 20 light-vears from the 
Earth. At least 3 of them could host liquid water 

(3) these planets always expose the same face to their 
star, as the Moon does with the Earth, because of 
their short orbit radius and the strengths of tide which 
stabilize them in this position 

(4) according to a seale model of Stonehenge site in 
England 

(5) the city ts built according to a model of the 
palatial complex of Khorsabad, in Iraq 

(6) according to the mayan pyramid of Kukulcan, on 
Chichen Itza site in Mexico 

(7) Mandala is a Sanskrit word which means « circle 
» 

(8) according to the Pandemonium, by John Martin 
(the Louvre, Paris) 

(9) construction inspired by Varanda 's drawings in " 
Lost Paradise ", Soleil ed. 

(/0) Australian physicist born in 1942, working in 
Paris, who first formulated this principle 
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Cat Boccaccio 


I have qualms. You have qualms. Everyone has qualms. 
When we look at the word, the letters of the word, we realize 
that qualm is a word that is illegitimate because it is 
misunderstood. 


If qualm was a real word, it would be like a crusty fungus. It 
would a hymn sung in Latvian. Qualm would be the clump 
of grass that gets stuck under your shoe. Or what the friend 
does who lies and then pretends it was to protect you. 


A qualm is a line of verse in a free form poem that does not 
stand alone. It is an oak barrel used too many times to age 
wine. It is a mysterious lump on the back of your dog that 
feels like a tick but isn’t. It’s that slight breath of air from the 
bathroom when someone didn’t turn the fan on. A qualm is a 
mathematical term, meaning the flaw in the formula no one 
wants to recognize. 


Have you ever watched a movie, and then forgot the ending? 
That is a qualm. A qualm is what a dinosaur family unit was 
called. It is that part of outer space that looks empty, but only 
because our telescopes aren’t strong enough. 


A qualm is a reassurance from a double agent. A qualm is the 
unit of salt you put on the rim of a Margarita glass. It’s the 
sum of the ages of all your closest friends. 


It is the shape of a lightning bolt, the smell of a firecracker, 
the velvety touch of the inside of a cat’s ear, an echo in a 
small room, a bullet meant for someone else. 


Qualm. 


don’t need to know from what 

time I am now looking back. It has 
no relevance if it is the year 2047, 
205 1, 2097, 3057. 


[« a historian. This said, you 


I decided that this chapter shall be 
transferred from Godsfile, Insanlar, to 
you people. You shall get blessed. No 
longer do historians have any doubts 
that Steve Jobs gave proof of what 
Ervare published, that there is life after 
death. After the Grammaton clerks 
took control over the servers to ensure 
a stable flow of information, also 
known as The Cleft of the Seven 
Sisters, where the Moon exploded and 
created astronomical bodies formerly 
called The Moon, we call the editions 
of this book no longer The Gods of 
Informatics, we call them in lingua ex 
machina, “Godsfile,” Insanlar, She 
Past Away. In our time, all books, to be 
precise all types of digital information, 
are connected to a neuronal network. 
Of course, there is no _ longer 
information that is not digital, but you 
know I am a historian and I like to 
work out things slowly. I honor our 
past, your future, my past. You shall 
honor it as well, so I sent a forced 
update to Amazon. Just a tiny line 
“(2nd) edition” shows the change. I 
don’t care that by doing so the price 
for one of the seven copies of the Ist 
edition shot through the sky as 
becoming an Artefact. 


Everything an author has published in 
his life gets connected. This has 
happened since 2013, some say since 
2014. Proof is that in 2016, it was 
stated by Robert Cardillo, the sixth 
director of the National Geospatial- 
Intelligence Agency, Virginia, USA, 
when he introduced the term “spatio- 
temporal thinking.” His words made 
the mission of the NGA operational: 


“Our goal is to turn chaos into 
coherence, to find the truth in that 
overload of data that analysts have to 
sift through. Our value proposition is 
that we bring this coherence to the 
decision maker. And beyond _ that 
coherence, we need to pursue and 
discover meaning.” 


MEANING 
To discover meaning is the key. 


Information needs to be edited for the 
brain, the digital brain; and out of this, 
the level the decision for an upload 
grant 1s made for people, insanlar. You 
may call it the “social score benefit 
level.” 


There is a story by Herbert W. Franke, 
where he shows the ways already in 
the year 1974, when Jean Audedat 
achieved the needed score. He called 
the short story, Der Traum vom Meer. 
It was re-published in rez Magazine in 
English as Ocean Dream in November 


You 


2015. 


Ervare is not only Ervare; he is Art 
Blue. There the benefit for mankind 
comes from insanlar. I felt an urge to 
bring his biggest insight into a second 
edition by adding a spoke in The Great 
Wheel, as I said, by a reverse hack on 
Amazon. I have the right to correct 
history, Insanlar, She Past Away. 


IT 


She Past Away - Insanlar 


the book, Not Sane and Sound, will be 
published. Just eat healthy, do sports 
and watch out for the news. Listen to 
good music that lets your brain expand. 
I am lucky, as I said; all digital files are 
connected. That goes also for music. 
All it needs in my time is to focus on 
the passing of Steve Jobs and I get 
suited playlists. A music group from 
Turkey fits well Godsfile, Insanlar. 


SHE PAST AWAY 
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I am a C-Evangelista. Of course, you 
have never heard of this term, but there 
is a chance in your lifetime that you 
will get to understand. I know when 


Y 


3,857 views 


The name of the group is She Past 
Away, the song 1s /nsanlar. 


by . 
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You people think of the bunny? 
Insanlar, She Past Away. Don’t think. 
Listen to Insanlar from the album, 
‘Belirdi Gece by She Past Away. Set 
the song on loop, on _ continuous 
repetition before you go on reading. 
Silva Mind Control will clear your 
brain and open it for the dimension I 
will take you to. Let your brain get re- 
filled, get re-booted. Leave the 
boredom behind; head with me to the 


edge of excitement, you _ people, 
insanlar, to Godsfile, Insanlar. 
Close your eyes now for seven 


minutes. Let the song do the work for 
what it was made for, to penetrate your 
mind. Enjoy three repetitions while 
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reading the lyrics. After each reception, 
each repetition whisper “wow.” 


People 

They are blemished... 

And the flowers are sulking... 

People 

Why do they pray? 

All allures 

Will fade away when the time arrives 
All for your sake 

They've lost 

All allures 

Will fade away when the time arrives 
All in vain... 


[Lyrics by She Past Away — Jnsanlar] 


I said that I am a C-Evangelista. I 
personally would like more to be 
called a clerk of the Order of the 
Graviton, but sadly I have no say on 
this. If you have followed my advice 
then you are listening now the third 
time to Insanlar, She Past Away. 
Having done so, you will now feel 
only interested in the question how it 
came to Godsfile, Insanlar. I will no 
longer bother you with my genealogy. I 
will open you to a look at things that 
stay hidden. I will open the dark net for 
you, make it visible how history is 
manipulated and then the manipulation 
becomes “the only version they know.” 
Having read The Gods of Informatics, 
you know the importance of repetition 
the power of a ritual. Please stay 


Google "godsfile" 


All Images Maps Videos 


About 56 results (0,41 seconds) 


listening to Jnsanlar, She Past Away. 
Robert Cardillo said in 2016 when it 
comes to homeland, to serve, to protect 
““..we must exist at the cutting edge of 
technology.” Sadly, this is only a book, 
not the temple of the Order of the 
Graviton. The song has to do it. 


Now Google. I know when you read 
these lines. I don’t need a time stamp. I 
have access to Amazon. I bring the 
content right up to the moment you 
read. You download, you print, you 
Kindle. Keep on listening to the song 
in a loop. 


Now search for Godsfile. Make it a 
unique search, set the term in quotation 
marks: “Godsfile.”’ 


a 


Shopping More Settings Tools 


The Pattern of Catechistical Doctrine at large: or a learned and ... 
https://books.google.de/books?id=DUxnAAAACcAAJ 


1675 


The fantiinnor penalis. This is the first commandment with a penalty. Reasons of it. the parts of this 
fanffion. |. Godsfile. 2. A commination, 3 Apromise. 1 Gods ... 


Theokratia: or a vindication of the doctrine commonly received in ... 
https://books.google.de/books?id=F4VLAAAACAAJ 


George Kendall - 1653 


Though. they have anE phab when others have but an 2Dmer,yec they hold themselves as unworthy of 
the least grain, and return all the glory of all to Godsfile ... 


You are on cutting edge in query, in 
research. Again, it does not matter 
when you do it, do it right now. I create 
a faraday sphere around you, just say: 
“Insanlar.” Take your time and let the 
music loop keep the sphere active. Do 
it my way. Remember the story with 
Keith Sherwood that is told in The 
Great Wheel. You bought the book; 
now get the profit out of it. 


You found one old entry when you 
search for Godsfile? Don’t add 
Insanlar. I grant you this exemption. 
No need to call an imam, a priest or an 
admin. The hit you found is dated by 
the year 1653, correct? Quite a long 
time ago, you agree? 


George Kendall speaks there of 
Theokratia, concerning Gods 
intentions of special grace and favour 
to his elect in the death. You are 
correct, the name Godsfile comes from 
there, from 1653, and you are not alone 
in making this mistake. If you look 
very sharp at the document and take a 
picture de-coder — sometimes even a 
magnifier does it — then you see that 
there is scan glitch on page 81. George 
Kendall wrote “...yet they hold 
themselves as unworthy of the leaft 
grain, and return all the glory of all to 
Gods sole bounty, abhor all the thought 
of your equitable considerations of 
them.” 


There is printed ‘Gods sole bounty’ 


and not Godsfile, but our marketeers 
are always in a hurry and claimed 
Godsfile as a wordmark and shouted 
out “first used in 1653” the oldest 
reference of mankind of files of Gods 
detected by Google Books scans. But 
not only the people of sales are of this 
kind, the researchers working on 
cutting edge are no better; they publish 
without any second thought. 


“T published it fourteen seconds earlier, 
the fame is on me.” — just to give you 
an example. Would they have waited a 
little and forwarded their “insights” to 
us? We would have told the historians 
that there is no such word as Godsfile 
in it. But what to do when the press has 
taken it up already? The politics have 
stepped on the podium? Alternative 
facts are set, a term you know well. 
You ask for the last frontier? The Order 
of the Grammaton, the time travelers. 
They create Alternate facts, facts you 
can trust. In each epoch are three of 
them. Don’t stop the music. Soon, very 
soon you will meet one of them, a 
Tetra Grammaton. 


The High Court of Historian Truth and 
Trust will rule, in the future that you 
are heading to, that Godsfile has to be 
connected with something of meaning. 
A voting will be set up in the servers 
what term shall it be, and so it came to 
insanlar which stands in the Turkey 
language for people. To outbalance the 
inevitable term, some say to honor the 


holy component, that the scan glitch 
happened for a reason, the term 
Godsfile was ruled to get this word as 
an adding, an appendix, an after-fix; in 
the terminology of the Gods of 
Informatics, a patch. This _ said 


“isanlar” goes in capital letters when 
always 


following Godsfile and 


separated by a comma. 


sister Patty, then for a long time at his 
children, then at his life’s partner, 
Laurene, and then over their shoulders 
past them. Steve’s final words were: 


Oh wow. 
Oh wow. 
Oh wow.” 


Time for the truth has come, time for 
The Third Wow, time for Steve Jobs. 
Play the song now, loud, when I let 
Steve Jobs speak to you. Don’t hold 
your tears back, let them run, Godsfile, 
Insanlar. 


STEVE JOBS 


“Before embarking, he’d looked at his 


New York Times, October 2011. Words 
brought to us by Patty, Steve Jobs’ 
sister. She reported, She Passed Away’? 
Godsfile, Insanlar. (This shows better 
why She passed away comes so often 
in the text as it is Patty who passed us 
the message, the one passing never 
can.) 
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Drover Mahogany 
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“It was not so much a modification of 
the darkness, as a sigh of relief, a 
slight relaxing of tension, so that one 
felt, rather than saw, that the night had 
suddenly lost a shade of its density ...” 


Hope Mirrlees, Lud-in-the-Mist 


he footfalls whose — echoes 
T permeate these meditations have 

been metaphorical more than 
literal. But I really am walking on 
mountain trails in an extensive nature 
reserve of the oft-called “bush capital 
of Australia.” For readers as diverse as 
those of Second Life, an episode or 
two about those walks may prove 
interesting. That thought was 
reinforced for me during a_ local 
discussion while listening to a blues DJ 
— most of the dancers went to bed late 
enough never to see the sunrise, 
avowedly more a badge of honor than 
any cause for regret! 


Mt Majura is one of three mountains in 
the contiguous nature reserve I haunt. 
Mt Ainslie is almost the same elevation 
but has much more spectacular views 


of Canberra and its artificially 
constructed lake, Burley Griffin 
(named after the celebrated city 


planner born in Illinois who designed 
the bush capital in the early 20th 
century). Between those two 
mountains is a lower, long-ridged and 
unnamed mountain that I inventively 
call Middle Mt. I have a menu of 


around 10 walks based on _ each 
mountain alone, on the two pairs of 
adjacent mountains, and a couple of 
walks based on climbing the three 
mountains in the same walk. The 
shortest walk is half an hour (2.6 k or 
1.6 miles), the longest Ive so far 
measured with my new fitbit and GPS 
is 2 hours (11 k or 6.8 miles). The 
longer the walk, the more climbing 
involved. Elevation gained, measured 
in the same way, ranges between 40 
meters (132 feet) and 335 meters 
(1,098 feet). 


This nature reserve is home to a 
considerable variety of Australian flora 
and fauna. I use “Australian” 
somewhat loosely since by far the 
largest population of animal life is the 
rabbits, whose network of burrows has 
been extensively mapped and virtually 
covers the subterranean domain around 
Mt Majura. The British have much to 
answer for in introducing rabbits. The 
red foxes they also introduced are 
much rarer to sight but represent 
somewhat of a “natural” 
counterbalance to the rabbits. On the 
evidence, the rabbits are in the black. 
To see — just the once in five years of 
walking — a red fox sprint for 20 
meters 1n an arc across the front line of 
my trail in the dawn light, tail floating 
fully stretched behind it, conveyed its 
own sense of wonder tinged by 
disbelief. 


A 2013 report affirms sightings of 112 
different bird species in the Mount 
Majyura Nature Reserve. The birds I 
hear most frequently are the galahs, 
white and black cockatoos, 
kookaburras, parakeets and rosellas, 
along with the usual suspects such as 
magpies, currawongs and crows. The 
melodious counterpoint of a sustained 
and escalating kookaburra_ chorus 
juxtaposed with the painfully raucous 
screeching of the white cockatoos each 
confirms, in very different ways, that I 
am walking in the Australian bush. 


Three forms of natural life are an issue 
for early morning’ walkers: in 
descending order of frequency, 
kangaroos, spiders and snakes. In 
2016, some 2000 roos were culled 
from the combined nature reserves of 
Canberra. I don’t know the estimated 
population for the Mt Majura & Mt 
Ainslie reserves, but around five 
hundred would be my first estimate. 
We live a block below an entrance. Our 
front yard is covered with roo 
droppings almost all year round; the 
oval at the bottom of our street is 
literally thick with roo droppings. I 
have come out to walk before sunrise 
and often surprised roos in our front 
yard (no fences) or on the nature strip 
across the road. One morning I found a 
group of a dozen standing quietly in 
the dark on our road like a clan 
gathering. Later, as it gets light, these 
urban infiltrators bound up the streets 


and parkways, returning to the reserve. 


Being wild animals, not domestic pets, 
kangaroos warrant sensible respect. 
Male roos protect their mobs vigilantly, 
they particularly don’t like dogs off- 
lead and it’s off-lead dogs that cause 
the most problems. Even though now I 
have no dog on lead, so many roos 
congregate early morning around trail 
precincts, including the bottleneck of 
my access into and out of the nature 
reserve, that roo-episodes become 
commonplace during my walks. Male 
roos when aroused stand up on their 
hind legs taller than most human 
males. They have very thick, tough fur 
coats hardened from constant fighting 
practice as they mature. They “box” 
and grapple each other with their paws 
and kick-box with their clawed hind 
legs, jump kicking into the belly of 
their opponents with both legs 
together, claws extended, from a 
standing jump. The impact of those 
kicks is visible and loud. If you find it 
hard to imagine one of the national 
symbols on the Australian coat of 
arms fighting so proficiently, a plethora 
of YouTube videos will quickly dispel 
your doubts. Like all aspects of life, 
some man-roos realize they are 
naturally dominant, including in 
relation to humans, and simply roam 
their natural areas as well as urban 
add-ons as if totally in command of 
their environment. 


Apart from elevating to a boxing 
stance, man-roos exhibit other forms of 
behavior that I view with attentive 
interest. At any distance from you they 
can make a coughing bark, repeated as 
necessary, which seems to convey both 
irritation and a warning. Roos are 
otherwise silent in their natural habitat. 
Standing in normal crouched posture, 
they can rub their furry chests with 
their forepaws which suggests a sense 
of agitation and disturbed offense. A 
dominant man-roo will square up, still 
in non-erect posture, to face you, 
spreading his forepaws and rounding 
his massive chest and shoulders while 
tightening his musculature in a display 
of evident strength. In that aggressive 
posture, he will just stare you down, 
challenging you to do anything he 
takes offense to. I have seen that 
display as close as five meters, but also 
in a more assessing manner from 30 
meters away. The surprising sense of 
mass in that posture always makes me 
think of the Japanese notion of “hara,” 
in which the focus of strength is in the 
belly. 


Our summer this current year was the 
hottest on record. I began walking 
earlier and earlier to escape the heat. 
One morning in January it was still 33 
C or 92 F at 5:30 am when I started 
out. I met an older guy on one walk 
coming down from the mountain as I 
went up. We talked for a bit when I 
exclaimed that, having started walking 


in the dark, he must have X-ray vision. 
He told me in a laconic drawl that he 
was born in the bush, turned out to 
have perfect night vision when young 
and was taught to walk in the dark. 
Many years on, he still felt his night 
vision was excellent and had been 
walking in the dawn light for the past 
15 years. I asked him about the roos. 
He told me he’d had one “hairy 
moment” where he’d accidentally 
ended up in the middle of a mob and a 
man-roo had gone erect on him. The 
guy said he turned sideways to the roo, 
lowered his own posture and, avoiding 
eye contact, slowly very slowly sidled 
away from the man-roo. 


Fascinated by this chat, I decided I 
would try this walking gig for myself. I 
took to starting an hour before the 
formal sunrise, recorded on my cell 
phone weather report every day. I 
started two months ago, and sunrise 
has shifted later during that time by a 
good hour as our season has turned 
into fall. Walking in the dark has 
particular risks for me. I wrecked my 
ankles playing squash in my teens and 
20s and finally had to quit squash 
altogether in my 30s. When I first 
started walking seriously again, my 
ankles tended to give way about every 
sixth walk. After the seventh such fall 
left me bloodied and sore, I bought a 
pair of professional ankle guards, 
comprising elasticized velcro-fastened 
gloves for each ankle plus a molded 


plastic casing for each ankle articulated 
at the heel to allow forward but not 
lateral motion of the ankle. Nary a 
problem with ankle twisting and 
instability since. 


two months. Poorer depth perception is 
the most obvious hazard, leading to 
some jarring when your foot placement 
falls short. I also compromise by 
walking a little slower on more 


Mere inches away from my cap, suspended ina 
large web, obvious against the now lightening 
sky, was a hand-sized black or brown spider. 


I have been busy deploying three 
resources available for low-light 
walking (excluding artificial light by 
choice). Vision is the obvious one and 
my low-light vision has improved 
noticeably over the past two months. 
The second one may not spring to 
mind but’ it’s training _ the 
proprioceptors embedded in your 
muscles (for example, great gymnasts 
know where their body is aerially 
because of superb proprioception 
skills). Proprioceptors sense where 
your limbs are in relation to your body 
so that practise leads to more definite 
foot placement in lower light. The third 
resource 1s knowledge of the paths 
you’re walking: I undertake low-light 
walking only on tracks I know 
intimately and that are in good enough 
condition. Although I started with 
some trepidation, my comfort and 
confidence in low-light walking have 
both improved noticeably over the past 


difficult segments of trail. My family, 
of course, 1s unimpressed with these 
activities, but I choose — in this case at 
least — to match my grasp to my 
ambition, not the other way round. 


A distraction of low-light walking is 
spider webs. Just as the early bird 
catches the worm, the early walker 
clears the spider webs from the trail. A 
myriad of webs are strung overnight by 
spiders across the walking trails. They 
are hard to see in any light except 
direct sunlight glinting from them. 
Normally, there’s no sign of the spiders 
— normally, but not invariably. You end 
up brushing sticky web from your face 
and neck as well as clothing as you 
climb: I confess to not enjoying the 
sensation, but shrug it away as a 
necessary cost of walking. Passing 
occasional walkers going in_ the 
opposite direction, we joke about 
who’s. cleared the most webs. 


Ascending a mountain trail recently in 
low light, I suddenly looked up right 
above my head. Mere inches away 
from my cap, suspended in a large 
web, obvious against the now 
lightening sky, was a hand-sized black 
or brown spider. I hunched down and 
scurried under the web, hoping 
fervently that my shoulders or cap 
would not catch its anchoring threads. 
Fortune favored me! That was the 
highest I’ve ever seen a web and one 
of the few times I've ever seen a spider 
in one of them. That cautionary image 
remains seared in my mind. I did strip 
down for a shower one morning on 
returning, to find a black spider the 
size of a small coin sitting on my bare 
shoulder: it was dead, squashed flat, 
before I could formulate a conscious 
response. 


Learning how to walk in low light, I 
have found myself meditating a lot on 
the stages of light - on how I 
experience them visually - as dawn 
overtakes the dark. I have felt in recent 
days that for the first time since I heard 
the song of that name, I now have a 
second visual comprehension of what 
the always mystifying title 4 Whiter 
Shade of Pale describes. Our youngest 
daughter shares my _ tendency to 
migraines. Sometimes I will see her 
with one and think to myself, "Yep, 
she's not good today. She's a whiter 
shade of pale.” But now, thinking 
about the process of dawning light, I 


realize there are definite gradations of 
shades of pale from the blackness of 
night: a darker pale, a greyer pale, a 
whiter pale and finally a golden pale. 
Thus I have a second interpretation of 
those haunting words. Each shade of 
pale — darker, greyer, whiter and 
golden — shares a sense of bleached out 
coloring, in which the relative absence 
of light is somehow intensified and 
refined to have a definite yet subtle 
presence of its own. 


When I walk out the front door an hour 
before sunrise, there can be no 
quibbling; it’s dark. The only light cast 
is from street lights and the widely 
distributed light posts in the residential 
park I walk through for the first half 
kilometer to the nature reserve 
entrance. After surprising man-roos in 
our front yard, I quickly learn to turn 
on our front porch light before heading 
out. Multiple roos are often to be found 
in our street, but when still — and they 
are practised in an absolute stillness 
that conveys an eery perfection — are 
difficult to see in the dark. When they 
take flight, I cannot keep track of 
who’s where and sometimes nor can 
they, having heard their solid collisions 
as they run into each other in the dark. 
Going up the park, near the top, close 
to crossing the road there into the 
nature reserve itself, I’ve come across 
two roos parked across the walking 
path. Approaching them in the relative 
dark (there are some lamps throwing 


light in the park), a big man-roo 
Squares up to me, tightening all its 
muscles and showing me its massive 
shoulders and chest. Looking at me 
directly, it gives me a loud guttural 
bark cum cough,  do-not-disturb 
behavior. Checking there were no other 
roos close by (not so easy in the dark), 
I peel left in wide detour. Well 
satisfied, the man-roo puts his head 
down and resumes grazing. 


By the time I hit the 1.5 k trail up the 
eastern face of Mt Mayura to its saddle, 
I’m typically in the darker shade of 
pale. The only and thus dominant 
feature of my walking environment, 
the path winds ahead of me like a 
faded white ribbon which somehow 
becomes luminous merely by contrast. 
Looking towards Mt Ainslie in the 
distance, I can see on its peak the 
warning aviation spotlight rotating in 
the last of the darkness. Canberra's 
international airport is in the valley on 
the eastern side of the line of the three 
mountains. I hear the first three planes 
take off from the airport after morning 
curfew, glimpsing their lights in the 
dark sky unless there’s fog about. 


That walk up the eastern face is 
genuinely spooky and surreal. Totally 
alone, the world dark and quiet (planes 
aside), no birdlife yet sounding the 
dawn chorus, I just love that sensation 
of ghosting through the bush on my 
own, sensing the light grow so 


gradually. Often an unexpected 
stillness sits upon the world of these 
walks. Many are the advantages to 
being in bed still, but missing this 
experience is not one of them. Half 
way up one morning, I see a bobbing 
light coming down through the 
blackness towards me - a trail runner 
with a light on a headband. He must 
have done the run up to the top in full 
dark, no mean feat that, even with the 
headlight. Headlamps seem to breed 
like the rabbits themselves this year, 
and soon on my morning walks I see 
numbers of them bobbing towards me 
in the darker and greyer shades of pale. 
When I frightened the wits out of a 
headlighted trail bike rider with my 
unexpected hello after I’d stepped off- 
trail to give way to him, I began 
turning my cellphone on briefly to 
warn of my presence. 


I can't figure out why I've never 
walked in the civil dawn before, I just 
love the challenge of it and the 
immersion in how different it is — quite 
literally, the difference between night 
and day. When Hope Mirrlees talks 
about the “felt” rather than “seen” loss 
of night’s density, I know for sure she’s 
been out in the dawn, absorbing and 
savoring the subtle gradations of 
perception as light grows. Just as I 
know the all too brief duration of the 
golden shade of pale which marks the 
end of sunrise, reverence for its 
ephemeral daily passage so exquisitely 
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enshrined in the couplet: Robert Frost, Nothing Gold Can Stay 


“So dawn goes down to day. Anyone up for a walk on the dark side? 
Nothing gold can stay.” 


The tribesman describes when 
the vision appears 

cause he fears he's in arrears 
for the years that he sinned 


So he stabs at a lamb 

or his own flesh and blood 
he cries to the skies 

“Lord what have I done 
what have I done!” 


I'm a muslim a hindu 

I'm a guru a preacher 

Hare Krishna singing mantras 
a religious dogma teacher 
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I'm a medicine man 

with mystic mental command 

a witch doctor with the X factor 
the force and élan 


I'm a zen master who says amen 
a himalayan shaman 

a yogi an imam 

in the mosque of Islam 


I'm preaching and hollering 
I’m teaching the gospel 

a loose cannon brahmin 

The high priest of churchmen 


A christian, the chosen 
the guy inthe thirdrow * 
of church who 1s dozing 


I meditate and study zen 
I’m wait for the day of reckoning 


I'm a pantheon pagan 
whose praying a paean 
to the faithful a praising 
the gods they are hearing 


I'm a sibyl writing omens 
I’m a many-headed totem 
I’m the sultan of lost spirits 
holier than Leonard Cohen 


I'm the fortune telling oracle 

I can tell you of your fate 

I only charge ten dollars 

but for you I will charge eight 


I'm the Houdini genie 
the Kaaba kabal 

The Houngan of vodon 
who sticks pins in a doll 


I'm a rabbi a magi 

I wrote the Book of all Saint Kings 
holy roller temple goer 

in Michelangelo’s painting 


I hung out with Confucius 
and when he caught a fish 

I said “Why invent miracles 
when they already exist" 


Obtuse secret rites 
apocryphal canon 

Zeus took his armor off 
and moved on to Zion 


He let out the hem 

out of his classical toga 

it fell to the floor 

and then they called him Jehovah 


And so on and souls gone 
to heaven and hell 
can anyone prove 
they know truth that well 
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